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Introduction
Introduction to the Introduction
Unconventional and weird, these are the words that describe my thesis.
I'm the type of person who always wants to do things that will astound people. Call it
perfectionism or a competitive personality, but I want to be number one in everything that I do.
In the beginning, I wanted to do my thesis on a topic that's intellectual and debatable, just like
every other student who is working on his or her thesis. During my senior year at the University
of South Florida St. Petersburg Honor's College, I was sunounded by student geniuses whose
topics ranged from deep psychology studies to further analyzing political and legal analyses.
So, like the "genius" I wanted to be, I also wanted to put my major in journalism to use.
My first topic was on the conuption of the Philippines, the country my parents were from.
Although I was not born there, I should be passionately concerned for the people of the
motherland and contribute to the fight for justice, but the topic was overbearing for me because
of the distance, language baniers and the lack of contacts.
A semester later, my second thesis idea had my journalism degree at work. I thought of
writing feature stories on local community heroes. Not police officers, firefighters, doctors or
nurses -- with all due respect -- but other people who went out of their way to help the
community. I found two individuals who devoted their effort, time and finances to the less
fortunate.
One artist, who was a mother of three, survived breast cancer. She wanted to let other
women who were also fighting breast cancer know that they were not alone in the war. To
accomplish that, she organized a silent auction that sold her art and various donated items from
supporting stores. All of the proceeds went to breast cancer research organizations.

5

The other individual was a college math teacher who started running educational and
emotional support seminars for minority males. He was inspired from his own personal
experiences. During his college days, he struggled because of financial burdens. However, he
found a support group at school that toughened his determination to do better in life. As a result,
he wanted to give the same support to other young men who also need it.
However, I couldn't go through with my thesis idea again. I wanted a challenge that took
my limitations to higher heights; educationally and holistically as a person.
We now come to my final idea, the one that has worked and stayed. The thesis is an
artistic self-reflection through drawings and explains in writings. Six drawings will represent my
major personality traits. Pieces of me are scattered throughout, but together, they're joined
holistically.
When the thought came to me, I felt like someone slapped it on my forehead and said,
"HERE! THIS ONE!"
Some genius I must be, right?

The Great Shower Idea
Since I was 12, I've been drawing Japanese animation, better known as anime.
Anime originated during the early 20th century when Japanese animation creators were
experimenting with the techniques by American and European cartoonists. The animation
differed from the other ca1ioons by exaggerated features that are not found in regular cartoons,
such as distinct facial expressions, large eyes, limbs and hair styles.
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It was not until the mid 1990s when anime became a huge hit among the viewers. Popular
anime series included action-based genres Astra Boy, Pokemon, and Dragonball (Z). Hello Kitty
also became a fashion trend-setter for cutesy Japanese items among the female population.
Inspiration came in continuous waves as I kept reading English-translated Japanese
comic books and watching English voice-dubbed or subtitled Japanese television shows. My
older brother started drawing anime and I, too, wanted to draw for myself.
Over the years, I began drawing digitally by using the computer mouse through Adobe
Photoshop. Then I started becoming active on Gaia Online, an anime role-playing community
forum, and drew for users in exchange for online currency. The users' praises and tips were
always an ego booster and drove my determination to improve, artistically.
To this day, I still draw for users on Gaia Online. In fact, I was in the middle of drawing
users' requests when I thought of the final thesis idea.
One of the fun requests I received was from a mother who wanted an artistic perspective
of her personality(s). She divided her personality into seven characters with descriptions and
reference images she created using the website's avatars, or a user's image created to represent
him or her.
My enthusiasm soared as I loved that idea and offered to draw all seven when I had the
time, which was rare for an artist. I usually pick one request per user, but I told her I could relate
with her since I, too, felt my personalities were divided.
However, the grand idea didn't hit me that this could be my thesis until I was in the
shower, getting ready for classes. My epiphany moment occurred in the middle of February,
which was two and a half months before the thesis submission deadline.
I didn't know whether to thank or curse my sporadic personality.
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When the idea came to mind, my thoughts were barely containable; I simply took the idea
and ran with it.
I talked nonstop to myself about my idea, wrote down some personalities, took out old
sketches and presented them to my Honors director, who also enthusiastically accepted the lastminute thesis change.
Despite the time crunch, I was happy working on it.
I wanted to work on my thesis.
Rather than try so hard and discuss the philosophies of rocket science, the answer was in
front of me all this time.
It's all right to be a little selfish if it means being happy. Saving the world and writing
about the goodness in people's hearts can wait for another day or another superhero. Besides,
how can I save the world when I'm in the middle of saving myself?
I did say I was a genius, didn't I?
Nevertheless, I'm proud to present the first thesis of its kind within my university and one
of my life's most prized accomplishments: Duality: An Outlook of an Inward Gemini.

Duality: An Outlook of an Inward Gemini
My first idea for my artistic reflection was titled, Gemini, inspired by my Zodiac sign.
Ever since I was young, I knew I was going to be different than most girls -- if not, most of the
people I'd meet.
In a way, I embraced my difference as something unique. Above all, I was slowly
becoming aware that I had duo-personalities, quite fit for a Gemini. My close family members
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knew and welcomed my secret fantasy alter-ego, named Lily V, who I created in the beginning
of sixth grade.
Mary was a quiet, modest, responsible, respectable young woman; Lily V was a wild,
rebellious, true-to-herself type of woman with amazing ice elemental powers.
But it took me more than 10 years to strongly support and take pride in my boundless
creativity without feeling silly and childish.

Gemini was originally proposed of 12 drawings with two subjects representing each
other's opposing personas.
However, the idea was too cliche. I loved my artistic approach as an unconventional
thesis, but still let users somehow relate to me. Anyone could depict a queen or a pirate, but I
wanted the viewer to take a second look at the drawing and think, "What's the meaning behind
this?"
Most importantly, I needed characters that defined more "me."
It took about a week before deciding on a new title. From "Prism," to "Aurora," to "May

Showers," to "Unspoken," to "Uncharted," to "Hidden," to "Sealed," to "Depths," to "Vision."
But I wanted something to express separation and unity despite the contradiction. I exchanged
ideas and mulled over suggestions from my older brother and my fiance as they are also
artistically talented and closest to my heart. Eight out of 10 times, I was talking to them about my
thesis.
It got to a point where I was breathing my thesis and I had to be coerced out of the

computer chair to do life's necessities and possibly interact with people other than my family,
like my cousins. I have a minor social life.
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Even when I was out of my computer chair, it bothered me when I wasn't working on my
thesis, especially when I couldn't move forward without a title. Sure, I had a few solid sketches,
but it's like the saying, "What's a body without a head?" The title ties everything together.
Then, Wikipedia saved me. I stumbled upon the term, "duality." Unlike the first name to
my artistic thesis, duality perceives a "self that is distinct from the rest of the world
("Dualism")." In other words, duality defines a common ground of shared attributes and still
obtains a significant self-identity.
The drawing requirements for the Honors thesis were then dropped to six instead of 12. I
also didn't need to have the drawings opposing each other; instead, have them connected.
"Duality" was perfect.

Inspiration, where art thou?
Gathering inspiration to start drawing requires a lot of time and research. I needed to wait
for an item or an idea to jump out at me.
Luckily, a lot of my original characters shaped my inspiration process. Although I'm very
over protective and possessive about sharing them, I'm mostly proud of them because they are a
huge part of me; they help mold the artistic person I am today. Three drawings included my
original characters. Trying to keep their storylines tied to the drawing's theme was challenging
because I sometimes went crazy building their stories instead of mine. It was as if the thin line
between us were blurred.
The other major contributing factors to my inspiration (and weight gain) were Starbucks
and Borders' Seattle's Best Coffee. Drinking Starbucks' Javachip or Seattle's Best Coffee' s
Cookies and Creme Javakula frappuccino in medium to large doses -- never small -- kept me
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awake with sugar rushes that made my mind and body work all day and night. But it got to the
point that I jumped from different cafe locations out of embarrassment because the baristas were
recognizing me. Well, I had it coming since I went two to four times a week.
Different kinds of songs and genres also inspired me. Depending on the mood of the
drawing, I listened to mostly punk/rock and love songs sung by American, Filipina, Korean and
Japanese artists. The heart-moving lyrics and powerful instruments made my determination to
finalize my thesis stronger.
However, I wish I could say that working on my thesis was easy overall.
In the middle of working on my third drawing, I took relaxation breaks and sketched
possible thesis ideas to show my Honors committee; however, most of them were denied. After
continuous rejections, my confidence level drastically decreased. I couldn't draw simple
headshots and I didn't even want to pick up my Wacom Intuos 3art tablet and pen. Even if I drew
something, it turned out horrible because my heart wasn't in it, resulting in many trashed
sketches. So, to spare any leftover talent and artistic dignity I had, I took a well-needed break
from drawing and the thesis overall.
For two weeks, I had an "artist block," a time period when everything uninspired me to
do anything related to art. I talked to artists who also had artist blocks that lasted for months,
which tremendously scared me because of the deadline. I asked the artists what inspired them
back into drawing, but they couldn't give me concrete answers.
So, I had to take my mind off of things and distracted myself not to think about anything
relating to my thesis and/or art. Throughout the hellish two weeks for my thesis, I gained quality
time with the people who matter the most in my life. My family and I had a weekend vacation,
my fiance also visited me, and then I spent a few days with my cousins. Some "Me" time meant
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lying down on the living room couch beside the window and reading heartwarming love novels
for hours.
But, no matter where I was, I kept a small notebook and different kinds of pens with me.
There was always a constant flicker of hope that something, anything, would bring me out of my
bland phase.
Until one day in April, I was spring cleaning my room and stumbled upon one of my CDs
I burnt while I was in middle school. It featured Japanese pop remixes; most of the remixes
titled, "Nicely nice." Quite an odd name for remixes, but it somehow helped.
My heart took flight and I smiled, knowing the end was near. Who would've thought that
I needed Japanese songs to inspire my Japanese animation drawings?
In other words, my artistic groove was back.

Construction: The Messy Works in Progress
The ftrst step is always the hardest part of any process. Aside from writing, brainstorming
ideas for six drawings gave me a lot of tension and stress headaches during the past few months.
The process consists of sketching, line acting, coloring and finalizing with touch-ups.
Again, I had to think "unconventional," but related to me. Here are some ofthe rejected sketches
(Figures 1.1 to 1.4).
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Figures 1.1 & 1.2 -- Part 1 of 2 rejected sketches. From left, dreamer girl on a swing to
represent my gentle side. On right, a girl in a frog suit to show my fickle minded
personality.

Figures 1.3 & 1.4 -- Part 2 of 2 rejected sketches. From left, demonic creature is clinging
onto a cliff as a vortex is sucking everything in its path. On right, time traveler and a large
pocket watch to represent a few regrets in my life.
Clockwise: The dreamer girl on a swing was part of my first set of Gemini. Next, a frog girl who
depicted my fickle personality; for example, I can't decide my education and career options after
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studying journalism. Bottom-right is a time traveler representing the few regrets I have in life.
The last one is a vengeful demon with a vortex sucking everything in the background.
However, they all seem bland, overused and lacked "creative life" in them-- other than
the demon, but it didn't cohesively fit the overall theme of elegance and beauty.
Therefore, it leads back to more
l

brainstorming. It took me days and sometimes
weeks before I had a good, solid idea.

If

I'll explain the process using computer

--

screenshots, featuring my main drawing, "Play
the Part."
Figure 1.5 -- Rough sketch of the drawing,
"Play the Part." Sketching took 4 hours.

The sketching process is the longest step. When I stare at a blank canvas of the computer
screen, it gets a little intimidating until I'm ready to draw. Even when there's an idea planted in
my mind, the sketch turns out differently, and I'm left to make something out of it. Some
sketches took me an hour to have a concrete idea; others took me more than six hours.
After sketching, I begin to line art. Line art is going over each sketch in a thin, solid line
in order to make the art neater. Some lines may be thicker or thinner to give the drawing depth.
So, line art requires a lot of time because it's based on line-weight precision and the addition of
small details. In between the process, I change a few things in the drawing, so I go back and f01th
with sketches and line art.
However, it tends to get a little difficult making a solid line out of thick, messy sketches.
When it's finished, I move the objects around in the drawing to comply to the piece's
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composition -- whether it looks cluttered with too many objects or if it's the drawing's
perspective I need to change. The line art takes five to 12 hours.

Figure 1.6 -- After the sketches, I begin
doing the line art by going over the sketches
with a thinner brush. However, the line art
phase may get complicated due to drastic,
l~st minute changes. If it happens, the
sketching process is then repeated.

Figure 1. 7 -- The third step is coloring the
image. Paint the basic colors then add shading
and lighting to create depth. Finally, erase any
excess coloring.
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And at last, the third step: coloring.
I start with basic, flat colors to figme out the mood. By figuring out the composition
details such as atmosphere's mood, perspective, shadowing, I make sure that the elements
complement each other and come together holistically.
The next step is figuring out the drawing's color schemes (light, dark); type of coloring
(watercolor or solid); and use ofthe right type of brushes (flat-pointed or grungy). By using
different techniques and brushes, the drawing's composition is solidified and that's what makes
each drawing unique.
I then complete the process by adding different shades of colors and erasing excess
coloring outside the lines. The time spent on cleaning and erasing is reduced because I use the
line art for accmacy.
Finally, the last step is fixing the brightness and contrast. If the drawing is too dark, I can
simply make the colors vibrant in a click of a button without having to redo the entire process of
coloring. Here are the original and edited versions below (Figmes 1.8 and 1.9).

Figures 1.8 & 1.9 -- On the left is the original drawing. On the right is the fmal product
after the touch-ups from Adobe Photoshop CS3. The final product is brighter and has
more contrast.
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The beautiful thing about drawing digitally is the conven ience factor. Ifi make a mistake,
I can use the "undo" option without wasting ink, pen, or canvas space. In technical terms, I also
draw on different layers, so I don't have to ruin the already perfect lines/content that I would like
to keep.
Art programs offer a wide range of the artist's essentials, such as different types of
brushes (watercolor, grungy, etc.), unlimited color choices and photo filters (blur, clone, etc.). In
the end, I can upload and send the drawing to anyone via the Internet and still keep the highdefinition quality that I worked hard to achieve.
From sketching to coloring, I used a Japanese to English-translated art program called,
Painter SAL Then I transferred the drawing for touch-ups on Adobe Photoshop CS3. Fortunately,
the art programs share common file extensions, so I can easily transfer one to the other.
The drawing's title is always a work in progress. There was once not a drawing that kept
its original title. Although some titles sounded beautiful, it was important that the title pertained
to the reason of the drawing's existence. Some of the titles were from the songs that inspired me
at that time and fitted perfectly with the drawing's theme.
If there's a single object or a step in the process that went wrong, the theme of the
drawing would be disrupted. It was rather difficult because I sometimes forgot that the drawings
were school work, not just something I love to do.

In 10,000 Words and More
Like drawing, writing is also an art. It's expression through alphabetical letters that lead
to words, paragraphs and pages; while drawing starts from sketches, fine lines and then colors.
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As a journalism student, I was told by my respectable professors to never write articles in
subjective form, such as using the words "I" or "me," and giving opinions-- unless they're for
editorials, a news section that is primarily based on the journalists' opinions.
While learning the journalistic style, the thesis requires the subjective form and makes the
reflection portion for each drawing personal. As a student, I admit that it was quite an adventure
adjusting for both assignments.
One would think that talking or writing about yourself is the easiest thing to do.
However, for someone who's very private about her life, writing about myself was the most
difficult part of the thesis. I'm happy when I'm alone in my world, expressing myself on (digital)
paper and canvas. I never wanted to tell the world about my "secret life" and my original
characters.
I have to reflect my personalities and who I am as an individual. I admit, I cringed inside
when I thought of (what I considered) my "bad" traits. I also confess to counting a lot of them-from being childish, insecure, rebellious, and even a little crazy-- that I had more characteristics
that I considered bad than good. But I tried taking them in a positive note and being proud of
myself.
Because these are minor things, I can try fixing my insecurities and doubts. I may not be
the most exciting person, but I can definitely say I'm very odd and emotional.
Overall, I'm slowly accepting myself and I think that's my personal goal to achieve. Since
I'm going to tell the world about me, I might as well go out with a Bang!
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Water Lilies
Time Duration: 17+ hours.
Initial inspiration: "Escape" sung by Eyes Set to Kill
Final inspiration: "Nature's Kingdom (I & II)," "Innocente," "Above the Clouds " " You & I,"

and "Underwater'' composed by Delerium

I always thought that best friends were forever. They grow with you, share secrets, have
crazy slumber parties and occasionally talk about boys. Once a best friend is made, she is for life.
However, whatever is causing the lack of my social life -- whether it's my personality or an
intervention of a higher deity -- I feel like I'm meant not to have any long-time friends.
I made my first best friend in fifth grade. Her name was Sammy. She was an outgoing
girl who was truly boy-crazy. We didn't do anything outside of school, so I didn't mind so much
that we didn't keep in contact after elementary school.
Then came middle school: the awkward transitional phase between childhood and
adulthood. I met Minerva, an intellectual, obsessive fan girl; and Rebma, a fun, punk girl who
had a similar last name as mine that even our Spanish teacher mixed us up.
Again, Minerva found a better friend; rather, a friend who shared a lot more interests with
Minerva than I did. So, Minerva moved on with her life. Rebma, however, called and e-mailed
me every day. She and I claimed to be best friends for life.
But by eighth grade, she hung out with another "fun, punk girl" and I leaned more toward
anime to provide me company. That wasn't good for my social skills, but the characters in the
Japanese animation series kept me happy. Not that I'm rationalizing behind my awkward social
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life, but I was comfortable in being alone. Additionally, being influenced to the animation world
meant my creativity juices were flowing. Therefore, I considered it a win-win.
Alas, graduation day came and my "best :fi:iends" went separate ways. We never talked to
each other again.
My social life repeated itself in high school. As years passed and each friendship
shriveled into nothing, I learned to protect myself. Why bother trying so hard to keep a
friendship when the results will be the same?
So I focused on improving myself and, overall, growing into a beautiful young woman.
However, during the first year of college and the serious gamer moments of my life, I met
my true best girl friend. In fact, she was more than my best friend. She was a younger sister I
never had.
Nada, or who I specially called "Nay Nay" or "Nay," was an 18-year-old PalestinianJordanian living in Kuwait. I met Nay through Maple Story, a massive multiplayer online roleplaying game.
In the beginning, we never saw what we looked like or heard each other's voices. All we
saw of each other were small, pixel characters who attacked monsters to level up. But she and I
typed endlessly to each other in the chat box that it came to a point where she and I wouldn't kill
monsters, but sit in a virtual map and "talk" for hours. We shared life stories, sought advice,
discussed her boyfriend/future fiance, and other things that best friends only tell each other. We
later added each other on MSN instant messenger, exchanged photos and finally had a voice
conversation through Skype, a program that allows free phone calls through the Internet.
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Through Nada, I met the love of my life. It so happened that she was dating my fiance's
younger brother. Granted, she and I didn't hang out "in real life," but we promised to meet in
p~rson

one day and have double dates.
But that chance will never happen. Not in this life, anyway.
On November 12, 2009, Nada died in a car-bus collision in Kuwait. Her mother and older

brother also died from the accident.
Nay and I were similar in many ways. She never let society change the way she was or
how she lived her life. She was a fighter, but with the passionate heart; she was a water lily,
symbolizing the pureness of hearts.
For my thesis, I wanted one of the drawings to represent purity. And what represents
unconventional purity better than the color white, a Japanese maiden, koi fish and water lilies?
When I decided my thesis was going to be artistically unconventional, I first thought of a girl in a
kimono, or a traditional robe-like garment, and koi fish. I kept thinking to myself, I have to put
them there. It was like a gravitational force was compelling me to draw a girl wearing a kimono

while surrounded by orange, red and black polka-dotted fish.
So I sketched.
I then changed the original title of my ru.tistic piece from "The Summoning" to "Water
Lilies." The focus is not on the fish, but the water lilies.
The creative process was fairly simple as it was my first drawing I created for my thesis.
At first, the viewer would think the girl is trying to be like the fish as she holds fans with similar
designs of the fish, but she's a water lily in disguise. She's simply passing through without the
fish's acknowledgement.
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Personally, I don't like to make myself known when I'm in a room full of people,
whether it's among friends or in a classroom. I stay quiet and listen; thus, the girl's mouth is not
shown and the lack of interaction between the girl and the fish, a representation of human
individuals.
Coincidentally on my iTunes play list, a song called, "Escape" by Eyes Set to Kill began
playing.
The metal punk-rock music background encouraged my sketching process with thick,
rough pen strokes.
The song lyrics inspired how I drew the girl's body position. The singer's powerful voice
tells about a dark entity heading toward the band, so they have to plan their way to escape. The
girl in the drawing has her arms in front of her face to protect herself from the dangers that lie
ahead. Additionally, her eyes reflect a somber expression, showing indifference like she' s been
through this before. She has to protect herself again. This references to the many "best friends"
I've had throughout my life.
After a day off from the drawing, I came back to the art piece, calm and serene. The
Japanese girl in a kimono is a refined, well-mannered, quiet young woman. Showing how
elegant and graceful she is depended on my line art, or the black lines that outlined the subject.
So I drew with thin lines and light strokes.
My music playlist was changed to songs with an ethereal sound. I played songs by a
Canadian ambient group, Delerium: "Nature's Kingdom (I & II) "featuring Kirsty Hawkshaw
and Jenifer McLaren, respectively; "Innocente " featuring Leigh Nash; "Above the Clouds"
featuring Shelley Harland; "You & I" featuring Zoe Johnston; "Underwater" featuring Rani.
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Through the songs' mystical composition, I drew the girl ' s legs and decided she' d be
walking through the water to represent how I dealt with the masses. The girl's movements are
fluid. She doesn't walk against the current; rather, she's walking through with ease while holding
the fans. Again, she's simply trying to slip by.
The rough water current represents the changing society. In some way, we all are affected
by it-- whether it's by beliefs, ideals, and/or spiritual, physical, mental and emotional issues. We
just need to know how to deal with them.
The society' s influences and the lack of friendships can not bend my will and selfesteem. At worse, they can only hit the surface of me.
I, like the girl in my drawing, shine in my own light. I may not be popular among peers or
the society, but I know I'm true to myself. That's what Nay and I believed first and foremost, so
I'll continue doing in honor of her. And like the water lily, I'll emerge and blossom beautifully
from the hardships and negativity in life.
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Play the Part
Time Duration: 31 + hours.
Initial inspiration: My original character Lily V and "Play the Part" sung by Eyes Set To Kill
Final inspiration: "Play the Part" -Eyes Set To Kill

Justice should be my middle name.
One of the virtues my parents taught me is to seek fairness in situations and to fight for
what's right. My father greatly influenced me in the world of political science that I wanted to be
a lawyer, who fought against the evil doers.
Except I was slow to realize that the kind of law I wanted to practice was dangerous and
time demanding due to case studies, criminal defenses, etc.
Still, even if I don't pursue law, I can take justice in my own hands. There are times when
my passion for righteousness is extreme and I take the side of whoever is right, without taking
note of the other person's feelings. I've been constantly told that I'm somewhat heartless because
my mind has been set on bringing justice.
My closest cousin once told me about an argument she had with her boyfriend. Without
thinking of her emotions and comforting her like a close cousin I should be, I bluntly told her
what I felt was right and hoped she'd see the irrationality behind her actions. Granted, I did give
her advice and everything worked out between them, but she first told me I was siding with her
boyfriend and not supporting her. All I was simply thinking about was the fairness and
rationality behind both arguments.
However, it still put in an awkward position of choosing loved ones over justice. Do I
choose to support the people I love when they're looking for encouragement, even though I feel
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like they're to blame? Or do I side with fairness because I highly value it and hope the people
will see how wrong they are? Is there a possibility that I can stand in middle ground and please
both sides?
Enter Lily V, my alter ego who's rebellious and lives her life the way she wants it to be.
She doesn't bid to anyone, but herself. She represents my wild and fun personality. She's the
captain of her own ship, so she puts herself above everybody. Although she isn't rule abiding,
she's brutally honest. She's a pirate with morality and fights for justice, which usually doesn't go
hand in hand.
Lily V was created out of confusion of my conflicting ideologies and personalities when I
was in middle school.
Throughout my life, I was raised with strong, traditional family values and deep cultural
roots. My parents taught me to play the game safe, metaphorically speaking. At times, I admit of
wanting to break free and live life to the fullest by my standards and wishes, even if it means
being risky and going against some ofthe traditional values I didn't agree with. I used to think
what Lily V would do if she stood in my position.
Back then, I envied my own character because of who she is, and I still greatly admire
her.
For this drawing, "Play the Part," I redesigned Lily V into the steam punk era, a subgenre of science-fiction where Victorian era meets steam power technology.
Although the reason of steam punk' s existence is unknown, to me, the steam punk era
represents an adaptation of traditionalism (Victorianism) and an embrace of new ideas.
That's what Lily V truly means to me. She's my middle ground in situations; my
backbone of my decisions in living my life the way I want.
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While she is dressed in neo-Victorian fashion (corset, baggy pants, sash, metal), she's
holding a sword, one of the oldest kinds of weapons used in many civilizations. The wispy
decorations on the sword's sheath are similar to icy winds, which is one of her mystical attacks.
In other words, she lives for new ideologies while honoring traditionalism. The sword is her law.
Because Lily V is my personal original character, I gave her a lot of my qualities and
physical traits. Aside from the same skin tones and hair coloring, I included the same hair style,
nose, feather earrings and a mole on the left side of her cheek.
The vibrant colors in the background with faded Lily V shadows were inspired by pop art
created by Andy Warhol. Although pop art and steam punk are not directly related to each other,
they're similar in ways of being loud, wild and eye-catching.
Also in the drawing, I gave homage to two artists that have inspired my artistic abilities
and creativity. The pirate skull with a straw hat on Lily V's left arm belongs to a pirate crew from
Eiichiro Oda's manga, One Piece. The captain of the crew wears a straw hat; therefore, the crew
is called, "Straw Hat Pirates." Oda's main pirate crew inspired me to fully create Lily V with a
personality, abilities and a place to call"home."
The other artist is not well-known to the media, but she's becoming very popular in the
DeviantArt website, a site for artists who use various mediums to show their work to the public.
Lee Na Young, or better known as her DA name "Ippus," is a young, female artist from Hong
Kong. Her artistic style inspired me to draw like her while I tried to find my own. In many of
Ippus' art, she drew her characters with a slanted open mouth. Out of respect, I did the same to
Lily V.
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However, above all the inspirations, one that made my drawing come to life was the
song, "Play the Part" by Eyes Set to Kill. The drawing's title was derived from the song and
reflects Lily V's change of atmosphere (pirate to steam punk).
Because the song lyrics are about blaming someone for ruining the singer's plans, I drew
Lily V in a running position. The composition shows she's running at a slow, steady pace to have
the time to reach out toward the viewer. With her arm extended out, she's willing to pass her
sword of justice as if saying, "Here, now it's your turn to do what's right."
To me, that alone inspires me to live life without regrets, but to tread carefully. Lily Vis
my constant reminder to do what's right, but also put myself first. Lily V simply played her part.
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Jewels & Letters
Time Duration: 19+ hours.
Initial inspiration: "Crush of Love" sung by J.ae
Final inspiration: Female Filipino Love Songs: ''Now That You're Gone," "One Last Time,"
sung by Sharon Cuneta, "Kailan"(When) and "Sa Kanya" (With You) sung by MYMP ,
"Hear My Heart" sung by Nikki Gil

Nothing prepares you for the challenges when you fall in love.
No matter how many stories or lectures you've heard from people who have been or are
in love, you're never ready for love. Romance 101 simply doesn't exist.
Love is mostly shown or told as something beautiful, idealized and romanticized: two
people meet, fall in love and live happily ever after.
You hear about the butterflies in the stomach, continuous daydreams, shared laughter,
heated moments and the emotional bliss. But nobody warns you about the hardships and trials in
the journey of conquering love. The overwhelming heartaches, frustrating arguments,
unstoppable tears ...

***
Everything you need to know about me shows on my face. Expressing myself is like an
exclamation point after every sentence. It's like saying, "Hey! Pay attention to me!!" (no pun
intended).
And when I speak, I stutter. My thoughts rush in and my mouth can do its best to cope
with the speed. But when I freely write my emotions, my heart, body, soul and mind are on the
same page.
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In between aging, going to school, and becoming an adult, unexpected things have been
happening. Like falling in love.
Ever since I chatted online with my best friend Nada Al Karmi on a mass-multiplayer
online role playing game in 2008, I kept hearing how wonderful Nada's fiance is. So, I always
joked with her, "Does he have an older brother?"
It so happened he did.
Sometime in August 2009, I took the initiative to chat online with Mr. Perfect.
A month later, we promised each other forevermore.

***
As a hopeless romantic who fed on intense love stories for the existence of true love, I
never thought I'd fall in love with someone who was across seas.
Being in an internationally long-distanced relationship with my fiance means I hear his
voice every day, but hold hands with him once a year. Unfortunately, our education requires us
to be apart for most of the year. There's a distinct feeling of happiness and sadness at the same
time.
Thankfully, the advancement of digital technology helps us keep our relationship strong.
From phone calls, texting and video webcam chatting, the only thing missing is the physical
intimacy.
But no one could've prepared me for the continuous heartaches from being in love. The
feelings of insecurities, worry, jealousy, frustration and longing jumble into a messy mix of
emotions that are too heavy to carry alone.
How would I know if he's hurt? What can I do if he gets sick? How can I properly take
care of him? ... Sometimes, I reach out to feel against his cheek, but I feel the cold barrier
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beneath my fingertips. I thought it couldn't get worse, but his eyes mirror only the surface of his
sadness-- a melancholic mixture of helplessness and wistfulness. It hwis so much, here, in my
heati. It's unbearable. Hurry, hurry, I need to tell him I love him so much. Hurry, hurry, I need to
hear him tell me he loves me endlessly.
Rationality suddenly becomes blurred and nothing makes sense anymore. Petty
arguments are impossible to fully reconcile without hugs and kisses.
We're thousands of miles away from each other, so words become everything to us.

***
When you're in love, there's another part of you that you only share with that special
someone. This person can unlock doors to sides of you you've never thought existed. No matter
how many people you talk to about these emotions, no one can truly feel the same. So all you
can do is lock yourself in your room and express your feelings, somehow.
When I lie in bed and start thinking, I feel like my ideas are spreading themselves around
me. Every alphabetical letter forms into sentences, sentences into paragraphs, and paragraphs
into letters. The letters can only contain so much that it feels like the countless stacks of letters
are never enough. These letters will remain unread because he isn't here. So I can only write
these letters to express how I feel and wait until he returns ...

***
Every pieces of jewelry in the drawing were gifts from my fiance.
Truthfully, I'm not boasting about the financial value of the jewelry; rather, each item
carries an importance in our relationship.
The Tiffany's "Atlas" ring on the ring finger as our pre-engagement/promise ring. The red
and white string around the base ofthe middle finger symbolizes our love when we frrst got
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together. The diamond necklaces were from Tiffany's and Timeless, gifts during the winter
holidays and our first official date, respectively.
Especially with us being long-distance, I learned to cherish everything from jewelry,
letters, moments of laughter and tears. Every time spent with him, online or in person, is not to
take for granted. They're the foundation that makes our love grow stronger.

***
At first, the drawing was titled, "Silent Voice, Loud Thoughts."
The sketching process included her full body, but I cut the drawing to make it a close-up
and focused on the girl. Her expression is dominant in the drawing; therefore, it shows a deep
level of intimacy between the girl and the viewer. With her eyes closed out of sadness and her
hair sprawled on top of the letters, the girl shows vulnerability.
I left the subject colorless to depict that she's fully not alive without her lover near. The
material world is without happiness, without color. Artistically, by leaving her gray, the focus is
not on the girl, but on the objects that signify the relationship-- jewelry, letters and romance.
A few strands of hair slipping through her fingers is a small romantic gesture that a lover
does in admiration. Deep in thought, she's reminiscing about their memories together. The red
dress she wears encourages the idea that her lover will arrive soon, so she's formally dressed.
The scattered letters and envelopes beneath her are her foundation of emotional stability.
There are many things she wants to tell him, but isn't able to at the moment.

***
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People discourage long-distance relationships because they don't usually last. Granted, no
one also told me I had to be in this relationship. But I realized you can't help who you fall in love
with.
In the end, he and I do whatever it takes to make things right between us.
When I reunite with him at the airport terminal again, it's like I'm seeing him for the ftrst
time. All of the heartaches of longing and loneliness I've suffered, they don't matter anymore.
This is the moment I've been waiting for. He's who I've been waiting for.
Because out of 7 billion people in the world, we found each other.
Everything that didn't make sense suddenly becomes transparently clear.
I'm in love.
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Message in a Bottle
Time Duration: 27+ hours
Initial inspiration: A professor's e-mail
Final inspiration: "Waking the Demon" sung by Bullet For My Valentine, "Distance" sung by
Soliwork, "This Calling" sung by All That Remains

I'm not perfect. No one is.
Throughout Duality, I portrayed myself as some sort of majestic maiden. However, I'm
far from one.
To my family and fiance who know me the best, they know I get simply annoyed at some
things and people. As I easily love someone, I can also easily dislike. There's no balance in my
emotional spectrum; rather, it's one edge or the other. My quick anger comes in a package with
my overly emotional and extremely passionate personality.
When I'm initially angry, the hatred creeps in my veins like smoke towering in a room.
It's in the air, unseen, clinging into the ceiling and building power until it's strong enough to
strike. Or it's like a fighting video game; every punch and kick from the opponent, my special
attack meter fills until I can't take anymore.
And I crack open.
I may not retaliate using physical attacks, but lashing out lethal words is my greatest
weapon. Whether it may be arguments or simply things I just shouldn't say, my words are
poison.
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No matter who the person may be -- whether a relative or a friend -- I can never be the
same toward the person again despite reconciliation. There's a thin, under layer of hatred I can't
get over.
I sometimes forgive, but never forget.
I've broken many potential friendships and cousin relationships because of my
personality.
"Message in a Bottle" portrays a dark, foreign creature in a bottle. The creature inside is
a winged, reptile-like demon. To the people who don't know me, I'm like a turtle-- friendly,
quiet, shy and secretive. I'm socially awkward, so I stay friendly to everyone I meet and rarely
show my anger.
My first sketch was darker. In the background, an orb vortex is sucking everything in its
path. But an angry demon is clutching to the rocky cliff as if never letting go, even as the vortex
is shredding the demon apart.
"I'm taking you down, even if it becomes the death of me." That's what the sketching was
saying.
To think, my outburst of black rage triggered from an e-mail I received from one of my
professors, who was blaming me for submitting an assignment late when I knew I had a minute
left on the timer. It may be something small, but it comes down to justification and
righteousness. If I'm wrong, I take full responsibility of my actions and accept my punishment.
But I was innocent in this case and was wrongfully condemned by one of my professors who I
(still) highly respect.
Rather than react with a foul mouth and let the e-mail ruin my day, I grabbed my pen and
started sketching. Heavy metal music played heavily in the background, encouraging me to draw
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whatever comes to mind. But the sketch was too dark, too demonic. It was out of place with the
other drawings that portrayed beauty and elegance.
So, I needed elegance, yet, beautifully dark.
Ire-sketched for more than six hours, trying to find the perfect way to express my anger.
I loved my previous idea, but I needed to create a vengeful demonic beauty.
Then I randomly thought of a glass bottle, which fit perfectly. Metaphorically speaking,
when I want to send a message out to someone, it'll be sent from a demon's wings-- swiftly and
caustically. "On Demon's Wings" was the first title, but I changed it to "Message in a Bottle,"
pertaining to my emotional stability. My emotions are too like glass; visible, yet, easily
breakable.
The demon is looking up, getting ready to take flight. Thus, the birth of a turtle-like
demon, my hatred personified, with its large wings in a glass bottle. In the drawing, the glass
bottle has reached the sandy shores, signifying that I will retaliate soon.
Finally, the bottle is broken and the demon is released, untamed. Because once a bottle is
cracked open, nothing can mend the bottle back to its original state; the pieces stay forever
j agged.
I need a lot oftime to myself to cool down. No words or actions can calm me down; my
ears aren't listening and my eyes are shut tight. Unfortunately, it doesn't matter who or what the
person is to me, I need to rationalize and deal with my own feelings.
Besides, despite my anger, I never wish harm on anyone. I get angry, and then get over it.
But, I never forget.
I'm not perfect.
No one is.
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Among the Sewn Stars
Time Duration: 21 + hours.
Initial inspiration: My childhood daydreams
Final inspiration: "Baby, Good Night" (English cover) sung by J.Reyez & Joseph Vincent, "Fly

Me to the Moon" (remix) sung by Utada Hikaru, Girlish (Scanty Sandwich Remix) sung
by Ayumi Hamasaki

When I was younger, I looked out my window and wished upon the stars every night for
a year that my deepest desires would come true. Sometimes, I even talked to a star thinking it
was the same one that came back every night just for me; that it existed only for me.
My childhood was quite confusing. I started hating everything that was considered
girlish. From ribbons, dresses, princesses, and the ultimate girl iconic symbol: the color pink.
Rather than playing with the few Barbie dolls that I had -- granted, I play dated with Barbie and
her boyfriend Ken -- I spent my days wearing my prized Chicago Bull's Michael Jordan #23
jersey and shot basketballs outside on my family's front lawn.
In other words, I was an outgoing tomboy with a secretive hopeless romantic side
throughout my childhood and pre-teenage years. I thought that my tomboyish personality would
stand out and the other kids would admire me for being cooL But I was simply lonely.
The stars must've known I needed somewhere to escape and be free to play in the Milky

I

Way because when I said good night to the stars, they twinkled brighter and I went to sleep

I

happier.

I

I
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Or so I childishly believed.
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As the years passed, I started becoming keenly sensitive to adult issues-- whether I was
exposed at home, the media or simply from other people. Either way, it scared me that I was
maturing a lot faster than most of the kids I was acquainted with.
And sometime between the aging, my childhood and adulthood awkwardly clashed.
Once I'm at the comfort of my safety zone, I embrace my childish personality once more
like I'm a child hiding in an adult costume
Even at the age of22, I randomly run into objects and later question why I'm having
mysterious bruises on my body. In truth, it's out of sheer clumsiness as if I'm still a toddler
learning the place. Yet, I claim that stationary objects jump and attack me. In the drawing, the
band-aid is placed on the child's face because I accidentally hurt myself.
Other times, I accidentally spill drinks out of clumsiness and I also claim it's a
conspiracy. Therefore, I drew the cup and saucer spilling the chocolate drink.
Like my life, I had a lot of fun with the drawing. I listened to "Baby, Good Night," a soft
melody sung by two popular YouTube artists, J.Reyez and Joseph Vincent; the original song was
sung in Korean by Big Bang.
For the title, I went through a series with names for this particular one. From "Chasing
Blue," "Duck," "Baby, Good Night," "Play Among The Stars" (I liked the title, but I already have
"Play the Part"), "Yellow & Brown," and-- the best award for the caffeine talking-- "Following
the Coffee Trail."
However, "Among the Sewn Stars" clicked with me and the story of Riri unfolds.
Again, I introduce another original character of mine. Riri, the subject, is a gentle, softspoken character with a heart of gold. Her bright, light brown eyes and open mouth depict

47

curiosity -- a common trait for a child; her white hair of innocence is braided how my mother
used to do mine.
The original background consisted of pink polka dots, sweets, and stuffed animals. I
changed the pink background to match the atmosphere's mood: childish, yet simple. The colors
are flat, two-tones. The theme of stuffed animals, presents and the sewn stars circulate as if the
drawing's canvas is a theater stage for a child's play.
Her duck costume is her security blanket; she feels protected inside her costume.
Personally, I'm never comfortable of bringing out my weird, hyper juvenile personality. I'm
always on my guard and secure myself. When I'm outside of my house, I watch my words and
act in a mature fashion. So I remain silent like I'm the one wearing the costume. When I simply
want to laugh out loud, actively jump around in joy and share my crazy ideas without being
judged by an adult-set mind.
Yet, there's a tin1e when to grow up.
She chases a glowing blue rabbit, symbolizing the grasp of adulthood. While the rabbit
hops, metaphorically speaking, it's a leap toward becoming older, wiser. In addition to blue being
my favorite color, the reason for the bunny's color is because it first catches the viewer's eye,
contrasting from the other yellow, brown and white colors.
It wasn't until my late teenage years that I began accepting the colors pink and red. The
pink and red ribbons and presents are my secret affection for girlish, romantic things,
respectively. Thanks to my fiance, I realized the beauty in pink and red objects.
Time may have passed and I don't talk to the stars like I used to. Maybe I don't need to
anymore because the lonely gaps are filled with people who I love dearly. I fow1d someone who
exists for me, and I for him.
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When I look outside the window now, the stars are scarce and their sparkles are hard to
see. They simply don't shine as bright anymore. Maybe the stars moved to find another child
who desperately need a playground to escape.
Or maybe now that I'm older, I forgot what it was like to talk to the stars and I'm blinded
by the confusion of adult life. But when I close my eyes, I remember the cool, summer nights
when many stars were cluttered in the sky's canvas, twinkling in merriment and laughing beside
me.
Forever in my memory, I'll have the stars sewn and the pure white clouds for company .
By having the stars sewn, they never explode and disappear into smaller billions of stars; they'll
come back every night and exist for only me.
They're always ready to play.
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The Glass Window
Time Duration: 29+ hems
Initial inspiration: My original characters that I created
Final inspiration: My original characters that I created, "The Only One" sung by The Material

"Mary, what are you reading so intently?"
Despite the love story becoming romantically intense, I looked away from the book and
saw a pixie-sized, ice goddess Neve by my feet. Although it wasn't Neve's true size, I always
enjoyed her company as she is my closest friend and longtime smnmon. With crisp, blue eyes
and short, layered white hair, Neve's snow-designed Japanese kimono complemented her
physical appearance.
"Well, it's--" I began to explain.
"It's one of those dirty love novels, isn't it?! Eeek!" A lighter, singing-like voice
interrupted.
The top-left panel of the glass window turned into the ocean depths like an aquarium
view. I felt something small land on top of my head, but I didn't have to look to know who it
was: the tiny form of Suleviae, the goddess of oceans, seas, lakes, rivers and other bodies of
water.
The epitome of mythological beauty; a mermaid with hair of cascading waterfalls and a
golden crown placed on top. Pearl necklaces and jewels circled the ancient crown, glittering
whenever she turns her head.
Suleviae leaned over my head to take a good look at the book's page and blushed at the
soon-to-be R-rated content.
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"This is intense, Mary!" Suleviae girlishly giggled after reading a page. "No wonder you
didn't even notice Neve coming in!"
"Actually, it's not that--!" I started, trying to defend the book and my pride.
"Of course, she's reading a smutty book. What other genre is interesting and fulfilling at
the same time? If you know what I mean." A third voice asked as if the question was rhetorical.
"Raen, now that's not --" I tried the third time, the book in my hand now forgotten.
However, the room that was filled with warm sunlight was gone. Thick, gray fog
thickened to hide the view and changed the atmosphere into an unnatural state. Raen, goddess of
the spiritual world, stepped out of the top-right panel of the glass window. As if she knew the
other summons would argue for light, she held a Chinese lantern lit by floating souls.
A beautiful, ghostly woman of golden eyes and hip-length white hair, her purple dress
complemented her skin and clung to the shape of her voluptuous body (despite it being currently
tiny).
What may seem like fireflies at first, bright spirit orbs were also coming in and out of the
paper lanterns attached to her head. Wooden planks hung white paper rain spirits (teru teru
bozu).
Suleviae ignored Raen's sarcasm and frowned.
"Why is it that whenever you enter a room, it gets eerily dark?" Suleviae ranted. "It's in
the middle of the day, for goodness' sake . ... And are those souls inside the lantern? Aren't you
supposed to do a ritual dance or something that'll make them go to the afterlife? Some spirit you
are. Ungrateful."
Raen only rolled her eyes, exasperated or too lazy to properly respond to the chatty
summon.
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"Now, now. Let's be civil, girls." An older woman said.
Although she was 3.8 billion years old, she didn't look a day passed 32. Hinetu, the
goddess of wind, had a heart-shaped face and long eyelashes that thickly outlined her sky-blue
eyes. Even though she was in her compact form, she filled the room with puffY clouds
surrounding her that made Raen's smoke look wispy. Hinetu's hair, too, were made of clouds and
one could only wonder where her real hair ended. Polynesian celestial robes and Bird of Paradise
tail earrings portrayed the wind goddess as an exotic figure with mystical elegance.
"She started it..." Suleviae mumbled, but something in the book caught her eye again and
her mood changed to giddy excitement. "Raen, Raen! Come here and bring the light--er, souls-closer!"
" ... And she calls me ungrateful?" Raen muttered under her breath, but obeyed and came
closer to read out of curiosity.
Neve and I smiled at each other, satisfied that the verbal fight was solved. Even though
my explanation about the book was no longer needed, I was happy.
No matter where I am, I'm never alone. I have an additional family by my side; my group
of lovable summons.
The door opened and Neve diverted her attention to the newcomer.
"Ah, we have a visitor," She then gently smiled and extended her right hand as an offer of
peace. "Welcome."

***
Before I started drawing, I wrote. A lot.
I wrote notebooks and journals filled with poems, lyrics, heavenly enchantments and
original stories.
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Writing was my escape from reality. It wasn't so much that I disliked my life, but it was
the hopeful possibility that there was something more out there than this world -- even a parallel
universe.
In other words, writing has been an outlet for my thoughts and created worlds that no one
else's ideology and beliefs can taint. They were my sanctuary.
If my thesis was going to be personal, I wanted every drawing to feature my original
characters. Over the years, I created a lot of original characters and provided personalities,
physical traits, strengths/weaknesses, stories, etc. Each of my original characters share bits of
pieces of me. To me, some are like my children, friends, sisters, and/or pets. They're my
extended family , my pride.
Anybody can draw, but no one creates characters like mine.
However, because of my possessive personality or the fear of being labeled insane, it
took more than 10 years to wholeheartedly convince myself to publically introduce my
imaginary characters.
The last drawing piece passes all the barriers to my secrets. "The Glass Window" is like a
portal connecting to my mind's eye.
Thus, the glass panels divided by the window frames are doors, each representing the
elements for the respective summon. They come and go as they please. That's why I feel like I'm
never alone. When I'm with my family, fiance, cousins, I feel complete. But, when I'm physically
alone-- whether I'm reading in my room, listening to music or doing mundane chores-- there's
another side of me that embraces the fact that I'm not spiritually alone and I'm safe.
It's a different feeling of completion. I'm wholly inspired and my heart laughs in this
different, funny feeling of happiness. That fact alone conjured the idea for Duality drawing no. 6.
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Usually I have music playing in the background when I start sketching, but this drawing
has been an exception. I didn't need inspirations to think about my spiritual characters; they were
inspiration themselves.
My drawing idea first started with my usual, everyday routine. Whenever I felt like
digging into a good book, I always find a spot next to a large window for the view. When I look
out a window, my mind blocks everything else around me and I'm in my "universal zone."
In the drawing, for example, rather than the room light ordinarily hanging from the wall,
Raen or another spiritual character, would provide me a light source. Neve, the ice goddess, is
always the first one to give me company and knew what to say at the right time. The wind
goddess Hinetu and water goddess Suleviae will soon follow to lighten the mood.
However, to fit four miniature characters in a picture without ruining the drawing's
composition and perspective was difficult. I wanted each character to interact with the larger girl,
which represents myself, but I felt that there would be too much going on.
Additionally, I had to find a creative way to introduce them. So, along with the drawing, I
made the reflection piece into a short story that introduces each character and ends with the ice
goddess Neve being aware of the viewer's presence and welcoming him/her.
So, in an artistic or philosophical argument, the actual drawing is another glass window
or door that shows the summons and their summoner in their environment.
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Conclusion
Throughout my progress, I admit there were moments of tears and laughters, but most of
all, there was a distinct self-fulfillment after every drawing and reflection.
Truthfully, I'm simply a secretive young woman who wishes to be someone fun to hang
out with, but can't because she doesn't know how to. I'm afraid of being shunned and criticized
by people around me, so I always kept myself safe by staying quiet.
Through silence, I found another outlet for my loud thoughts. I consider myself blessed to
have my loved ones in my life, the freedom of choice and be artistically expressive.
Finding true inspirations -- the ones that make your heart laugh and feel like you're
dancing among the stars-- is a journey and a story itself. They can be anywhere and be anything.
From the smallest joys in life, I have enough to make my own bottle of happiness filled.
It may take more time to fully be confident in the young woman I am, but through this

thesis, I feel a little bit more complete as an individual and reassured that where I am in life is
where I need to be.
At the age of 22, my life is never certain. There are things I can't control, but I can
change how I receive them. And when I face the crossroads in my life, I realized it's all right that
I don't have the answers to any questions. It' s the expedition of finding the answers that truly
matter.
All I know that whatever decisions I make, I make these choices because they define me.
The people who I love always full heartedly supported me and that's the only foundation I need
to build my own character.
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Special: Candlelight
Dedicated to Nada "Nay Nay" Al Karmi

As I light a candle, I'll put my affection and thoughts into the sparkling flame and let it
burn bright for you.

Nay,
I want to tell the world how wonderful you were ... as a person, friend and sister.
There are so many things I wish I told you before, and so many more I wish I could tell
you now.
I miss the times when we dedicated hours to ourselves, simply catching up with each
other's lives. I miss the times when we had our silly fights -- yes, the serious ones too. Because I
can apologize and everything is right again. I miss the times when we'd make each other laugh so
hard. When I was in class, I had trouble restraining my laughter. Granted, I shouldn't have been
talking to you during the lectures, but sisters come first, right? Distance aside.
Besides, what were the chances that you got me in trouble at least once every year by the
same professor?
Throughout it all, Nay, you made me feel like I had a sister who understood me best. You
never judged or belittled me, but took everything I am in a better light that I never saw in myself.
You made my days better.
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You told me countless times before that you idolized me, but truthfully, it was I who
admired you for your courage to outspokenly defend yourself from any negativity, your
compassion for your loved ones, and your determination and strength to make life better.
For once, Nay, I felt like I met my sister for life. I pictured us in our mid-40s, shopping
inside the malls and having frequent girls' day out. I also imagined us in our late 80s, gossiping
about the neighbors and family members as we dine at the local McDonalds early morning.
Most of all, Nay, I daydreamed about our weddings as we were each other's maid of
honor, helping each other plan the big day.
No one could replace you. You lit up the room with your beautiful charisma and
personality. I know that God has plans for us, but those are my selfish thoughts. Above all, I
want you to be happy.
Even without you physically here, I know you're always with me. It's like you're a
whispered voice in my heart; I know what your responses would be, when you would laugh and
get angry.
I love you, my little, bratty sister.
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